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\ Bellmour 


Bargrade 


| 


| Courtney. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Mr Quin, 
M r. Boheme, 
Mr. Ogden, 


Mrs. Seymour. 


r hoſe boundleſs Dicings, * vol uptuous Riots, 


THE 


Fo 


SCE N E Brikuovx“ 8 Houle 
| Eu, Lon aud Tourtaey., 


Loviſa, | a WAS kind thisSpeed of yaur - 
A . Aer — 
„ "LA oc a 2 / | 
2 \ vo © When Such. you > Was my 

p _ » - (Father mov'd ? 

Merhinks, I read your News, in your ſad Viſage, 

And my Heart trembles with prophetick Fears. 


caurmęyi Tis a8 Thudg' d *twou'd be —-— His 
(own Wants preſs him; 
He ſinks n your Husband's waſtſul Life, 


And 


And this Jaft; worſt, Adventure, Of loſt Br 
Which has, at once,  diffoly'd 


: 


- 


\ 
* 


madding Paffen. 
ſtom long indulg'd, 
on of habitual Ill, 


As fi nds no Cure but from ſevere Remorſe, 


ſte for Follie 


whoſe curs'd Sakes he ſtands roach'd g 
ow ſhuir his Converſe. 2 him, 1 
Start, when they meet hi | 
Spreads a Contagi wy 
Pp Lord have M need from him. 
Did you lay 8 


7 * 


3 a» he has done. al . | 
5 iTuggling Will, to ſave you, has undone hi 
And Belimour's {elf wou d there beg Aid, in Vain. 


Tow, 


% 


| 2 is to Kind to Coodneſs, to fort; 


0630 22 
Tou. O: be was never born to be a br 
him! - 
e, whom ſoft Pity melts at others Miſery, 
Dez Erbes, himſelf to live exempt from Wos. 
Amour could n er behold a Stranger weetched, 
zut he partook his Pain, till he cou'd eaſe it. 
How, then, will he ſupport the weeping-anguith, 
Of'three poor Children, all undone by Hin : 
Court, His Good, and ill ſo chequer out his 855 


That which — 5 is doubt ful. Nobly wee, | 
His pitying Heart flows out, in generous Pur 
But, wanting Power, to ſtem the Tide of 2 


Irrefolute, be drives, and floats to Ruin. 43 
Men muſt be rigid, and ſevere, in Virtue! 
Serious, 1 ach Aims diftingaith Reaſon? 

To live 9 Taſte is not to live at all. 

The Man of Pleaſure dreams away his Da , 

And dies, to be forgotten Ballard, 
Had Contemplation — 2 it 10 a Byas, 

Had given a Point to Fame's proud Pinacke, - 
And purpled o'er his Name with deathleſs Glory: 2 j 
Now, it lies loſt in Duſt! —— I wou'd *rwere mine, 


'To skreen you from the Storm, that's gathering round 


G6 — 
But I, unbleſs'd with Power, can only wiſh, ape 


And wonder, why the ſtrong have teeble Wills. 


Lou, Oh! I ſhall vs ae to behold his Face! 
His ruin'd Family son his Heart, h 
His helpleſs Children s future Fate diſtracts him, 

And the once lively. Be/Imour ſmiles no more. 
Silent, be walks, or ſtands with folded Arms, 
And ſtill looks down, as if his Soul were Earth, 


Ik Cer, by chance, his lifted Eyes meet mine, 
The "TG Tears glare dreadfully upon me, 


And 


(+) 


Ada, quivering, ftruggle to flow looſe I Sorrow." 
Then Sigba, lupprels'd' by Force," Rtive' 2 $f 


And heave, and fwell, Mike Earchquakes: in his Bolo 
Groaning, at length, _ cron. in Whitwind, from 


f 210 $007: a; Tine, 

Tora by ten thouſand Pings raves; reddens, der, 
And frightsme with u * burſt of Pansen 
O Uncle4 what mains for Hope 4riatch at 2 


Of all the wide ERate that late enclos'd ns, 


4, 


Bur this poor Houſe e dees e. ; 


Soon Ruin, wirh His page Hand, will leine | 
This antient Pi 22 make it into Duft? 5 on 
Not thrice the Worth of all, that no- dogs, 

Will fave poor Noraly from chat fatal Bond 

He ſign d to ſerve my Belimour, All our Hope „ Yatek 
Was in your friendly Journey to my Falter mn TE 1 | 
Woodly muſt ii nk, and Bee Ee dae 
8 will 1 „to ſitik 4 re be 1609 $4 1 

k yonder, where, in ve Gric be 1 
Un , — ogy a A: 


Cour. Poor BA rt 1 A 


How chang'd, from chat wild, "oY 195 Kiveer. 
wes all his Friends have known him $ till extream 


; Enter Bellmour, wang Menthol. Fo 7 
> + £3 & t) VC) 
Lou. __ Life x he Bellmour y wound Werne; 


LT have more Woes to bear, iet ere myoyn, f 
Than my een mache — 2 - add ast con thy © 
Gores 
That oni atari s quite. - ern 
Bell. I pray forgive me. 2 L an S114 | 
| hot. | : | |  Friſon'd 


TIE 22 


7  { 
_ -Þhifon d a Thought, I could not look about nie, 
| And my Soul miſs'd thy Comfort — was mu- 


._ Gings 
Ton. What ſad Reflection held you? 
Bell. A mournful Wandering! 
No matter now——— _ 
Lou. Nay you mu tell it me. | 
Bell. 1 was conſidering which of my three Boys, 


Some few Years hetice, when I'm diffoly'd in Death, 
5 Will aft the Beggar beſt! run, bare-fost, faſteſt 1 
1 And, with moſt dextrous Shrugg, play Tricks for 
8 | (Charity 
„1 01 for Haven's Sake, forbear, by Starts! 


6 | (like This, 
5 To itnage Horrorz. "Nets Thinks at Thought of. 
Bel. Why, my Loviſa! tis a Wretch's Duty, 
To learn to bear his Mi to know it, 
4 To uſe our ſelves to poize it, is the Means 
1 Jo make - jt eaſiè to us, ——Yet I'm ro blame 
| Thou had'ſt no ſhare, in any Guilt of mine 
Il I ought alone to ſuffer T was too crue 
u even unmanly, to afflict thy nnocence! 
Cour. Oh! Sir, you "footh the Grief you err 
(reſiſt x 
As the groſs Atmoſphere i is ſhook by Tempeſts, 
Which never ruffle the ſuperior Re nah 3 
77 Mean Spirits, only, buckle under 
| 10 It is che great Man's Pride to combat Fortune, 
And riſe againſt Oppreſſion. 
Bell, Sir, tis true —— 
| wag 1 remember, you have oft advis d i it, 
hile I had Power, to try my Virtue's Proof. 
N ane unhelp' 2 muſt not hope 


Conquer, wil ut — of 1 2 


7 . eee 
Wilt Your "good Brother lend it Spe king Si- 
( lence! 

How ould I kobe it "IF him ? 

Cour. Yer deſpair not 
A time may come, when even your Woes ſh1ll prove 
Great Benefits. Firm Spirits break Misfortunes! 


To ſuffer well's the nobſeſt way to Conqueſt, 
On a ſmooth Sea, the Sailor ſhows no Skill, 


But he diſplays it all, in Hurricanes. C 
Bell. He wou'd not, ſure, neglect to ſave his 

| _ (Daughter, 
Had he the roy er ſtill left him — Vet Friends, 
(ſometimes, 


Are more "IS Fathers: A Father cannot be 

More than a Friend 1—1 had a Friend in Woodly ! 

Once he was happv— what he ſhall be hereafter, 

He owes to friendleſs  Be/lmour  Periſh the Name; 

To what a ſtinging Death is he reſerv'd, | 

Who leaves a good Man wretched, whom he made ſo? 

Sir, it wou'd eaſe me of  galling Pain, 

| Wou'd you diſolve this diſappointed Hope 

In Woodly s Breaſt. Twere Sin to nouriſh it, 

Since tis unſtable 

Let it be told by any Tongue, but Bellnaur s. 

Cour. TIN] vilit him this Inſtant, Do you, 
| (mean while, 


Bravely ſeek Comfort from a firm Belief, 

'T hat Heaven befriends your Virtues, and will ſave, 
Con. 

A Hand unſeen theſe Clouds of Woe may clear, 


And, into Triumph turn diſtracting Fear. 
[Exit dure. 


Bell. Touiſa 1 am Damn 'd, while yet alive! 
Loui. Alas! what mean you to diſtratt me thus 
| With your wild Startings? Bell. 


He muſt know it ſoon: 


GE 


| - Bull Nav, bat ark me well,. 

1 | Want s rhe Damnation of a living Sinner 

e: What have Tliv'd tor, it I die a Beggar? Werl 
Why were my Anceſtors renown 'd in Wor ? 


* W hy, with grave Judges, have they grac'd the Bench, 
In Me, mutt 


ve Þ Or, with wite Votes, the Senate > 
= (beg 
Mark that lean W ord, Louiſa l 2 Tn . Abe beg 
; That ebbing Name, which, through a length of Ages, 
1 2 Hasgivena Kingdom Honour. Bear i thou hat 


18 How excellent art. Thou- not to have ſcorned mer | 


T, 2} GoodHeaven 1 that Reaſon ſhould give Madneſs way 's 
Sz Pill Man finds Muſick; in a ratling Dice-box 1 : 
Sz, And has contracted thrice three thouſand Acres, 

„AJ Torhecursd Compaſs of a narrow Table! | 
With what a thoughtleſs Rapture have I ſhook em? 
> Hung oer the Throw and hurPd out my Poſterity 
8 Pimps, Thie ves, or Beggars! 1 — But then at laſt, 

This Madman's Hazard of my treaſur'd Remnant, 
2 In the wild Lottery of a publick Hope, f 


VVhere Reaſon had no C dess. and Villa ains govern "4: 


Cnrsd 1 groundleſs, Rafhneſs 1 — — Tear me Lint | 


3 (trom Limb, 

>| Some pitying Torturer to die ar once, 

Mere Comfort even in Agony 1 — But I ſhall be 

7, Whole Ages aſter Death, in dying 1 1 — Villains, 

„ Dull, pityleſs, inſulting, dirty Villains, | 

Will point at ſome poor ragged Child of mine, 

1 And ſay, © There's Pride and Naine 1 There's Be/l- 

— motr's Honour 1 

* There s the bleſt Remnant of a boaſted Family x 

} Curſe the keen Thought 1 It pours all Hell upon met | 
Lon. Still wilt thou, thus, ſnateh at Deſpait's wild 


— 


1 


! | Shadows? | 


7 F B 2 I thought 


I 


683 
1 thought, the. man; Soul cou'd Smile at Anguith ; 2 Gi 


Woman's weak min 


may: bend beneath Adverſity; 


But Belmour's Brow, methinks, on d west a Ma- C⸗ 
And make Affliction awful. 


Ceſty, . 


Bell. Away with Counſel, 
I cannot hear Thee! Thy maving Airr thy wiſdomr H 
That Lovely Softneſs, which bewitches round Thee I. 
Each charm, which "has A  thoyland times appeas ' ＋ 
(me! 

Now makes me 2 Like qu, pour d out on 

(Flame, 
1 tower, in Blaze, and en with tenfald Fi ee | 8 
- 'Cvels., 3 DS 
Thy ev'ry word is Death- 1 Each look thou giv'ſt me * 
Breaks thro' my Eye, comes ruſhing on my Soul, A 
And ſhoots ſharp ATR thro” my bleeding Con- St 
{cience. F 
Think chow Iamfor mean, ſo loſt a Wretch, B 
That my own "Miſery ſtings me? Cruel Woman [ be 


What earthly Ills can Bellmour ſtoop to fear, 

Which hurt but Bellmour? Tis true, indeed „thy Fate 

I bave not learn d to bear There, Grief unmans 
(me 


UW oO 


Thine and thy helpleſs Infants Woes rife to me, | 
Glare on my Apprehenſion, like pale Ghoſts 1 4 hi 
And point me into madueſs h! Tue wrongs 
(ed Thee rt 
Log. "Tis wronging me to ay! leg 1 
Re-enter Courtney. 
Bell. Courtney return'd'ſo ſoon x "© 


| ton" of Sp ot 


look you pile, good Uncle? 
E To ring unwelcome Tidings, tothe . d, 
ives 


"_ 
W. = 


(910) 


Gives the ſad Teller half rhe Hearer's Woe. 
Beil. Friendly Preparative 1 What follows next 

Can be but Wocdly's Ruin 2 Fs 
Cour. He's undone I — 

Lou. Unhappy Bellmour“ 
Cour, Near your Houſe | met him, 


| Hemm'd bya [arthy Guard of licens'd Villains 


The Laws grim Blood-Hounds. With rapacious Talons, 
They cragg'd him on, in mercileſs Serenity, - 
To ſhut him from his Hopes, in joyleſs Pritor 1 
Bell Oh! REN 
Cour. Ar ſhort diſtance, near the Sycamore, 
That marks the Turning to that now-fall'n Houſe 
Of this poor Gentleman, I ſaw bis Lady, 
Wild, with a Storm of Grief ! Her Hair diſhevel'dr _ 
And her looſe Robes, blown, careleſs, by the Wind 
Struggling, with weeping Servants, to break fre. 
Fain wou d ſhe follow him, to ſhare Reſtraint: 
But, by ſuperior Force, held back, and hindered, 
With ſtraining Eyes, ſhe kept him long in view; 
And, when a guſhing Flood obſcur'd her Sight, . 
Still more to lengthen out a laſt, ſad, Look, 
She wip'd away the Tears, and gaz d, again! h 
Lou. Dreadful Deſcription 1 --- Cloſe it here, good 
ptr & et, 1: =» 20380 ie 1p WIGS! 
It cuts too deep, and wounds my Bellmour's Soul. 
Cour, No more remains to tell, but, that his Houſe 
Is filld with Ruffians, his rich Goods torn down, 
And his griey'd Wife, and Children, roam, unſhelter'd, 
Withour a Home, to ſuccour them: 
Lou. O guide them hither - - | 
Let me, Wi th open Arms, fly to receive them, 
And ſtrive, if poſſible, to give them Comfort. 
Bell. Louiſa As thou wouldſt preſerve * 
Bring 


60 10 ) 


Bring not their Grief too neat me. My melting Soul 
Flos into Air, as I but hear their Miſery: 
To ſce it, wou d diſtract me. — Said he nothing? 
Cour. Marking me, as I turn'd my Face aſide, 
He call'd, and counſell'd you to fave yourſelf, 
By ſudden Flight: — Since other Ruffians, brought 
By Bazgrave, your malicious Creditor, 
Will preſently be here, on the ſame Purpoſe. 
As for my Fate, {aid he, bid him not mourn it: 
To fall tor Belhuour, wow'd have given me Joy, 
Had Belmozr's felt not falPn. 
Bell. He falls indeed? on 2 
Cour. Now as I enter'd, Bargrave, juſt arriv'd 
Wich his infernal Crew, beſe ts your Gates. 
A barbarous Triumph glows on his proud Cheek, 
And from beneath his Brows o'erjutting Low'r, 
Malicious Inſults grin, in hoHow Ambuſh! 


7 


Lou, Now, Bellmour / thou art loſt! - immediate ruin 
Will Wwallow Thee, and Me, and our dear Chi/4ren.” 
Allr All; muſt ſink, rogether.--Teach us good Uncle! 


Which way to fly - What meaſures to purſue; - 
Cour. The Doors, faſt barr'd, are guarded by 


(your Servants ; * 


And you may thro? the Grove. eſcape, unſeen. 
Bel. No let him enter. This Bargrave taught me 


nn | | (Vice, 
And counſelFd even the Adventure, that undoes me: 
He wrongs the Devil, who makes himſelf the Puniſher - 


Ot Ills, which he excited 1 Juſtice acts wiſely 1 
Oh1 She's ar Blind.-She chuſes a fit Moment, 
And throws him on my Vengeance. Let him enter, 
Bring he as many Lives, as he has Crimes, 
May Curſes catch me, if he ſcape my Hand 

Lou. As thou lov'ſt me, Bel/mour / be not raſh. | 


Should'ſt | 


B 
v 
G 
1 
* 
7 


al 


( tt ) 


a Should'f thou add Murder to our * woes, 


How wretched ſhou'd we be? 
Cour. Perſuade him rather, 


ö Sooth him to Pity; wou'd he free your Friend: 
And add ſome weeks of Liberty, for Tryal, 


what Succour may be found; you've many Friends: 
who knows what unhop'd Aid may riſe to ſave you? 
Bel. No, Courtney, Friendfhip riſes but with 


(Fortune; 


And ſets when Men go downward, yet, I thank you. 

Rage had obſcur'd my Reaſon.— Say, wo Bargrade, 

I have an Offer for his private Ear. | | 
I will inftru& my Swelling Indignation, 


7 To coo), and ſettle, like a Courtier s Paſſions. 


what cannot Intereſt teach us: 
ue y Exit Courtney. 

Leave me, Louiſa / 

I'wou'd not have thee blaſt thy innocent Eyes, 

with ſight of ſuch a monſter. — Nor brook I well, 

That thou, who haſt been taught to love Sincerity, 


Shou'dſt hear me flatter Infamy 1 


Lov. Do but think 
"Tis for their Sakes, whom moſt you wiſh to Succour, 
And you will find it eaſy. Fare well]! he comes. 
Exit Louifa. 
Enter Bargrave. 


| Ber. 80 Sir! I find, you make your Houſe your 


. Garriſon; | 


Bold Gat Centinels admit, with Caution, 
whom you vouchſafe your Paſs to—Ths great, indeed! 
Girt, Sovereign-like, within your Palace walls, | 
The Law mult beg Admiſſions But the Pride, 
with which your State o'erlaok*d me, will inltrudt me, 
III find Means to reach F Qu, — Beil. 


- x 


(un 5 


Bell I ſeat not for you. , 


Thus to revive old Hatred. 71 my eres, 


To ſer before your Eyes the ſpreading Miſery, _ 
From which a "Week" $ ſhort Reſpite may, perhaps, 
Free Woodly, and my ſelf, nor do you wrong. 

Bar Ob, Sir! vo doubt, tis likely, that Seven Days 
Will pay a Bond „which twice Seven Months, and more, 
Hay drawn no Iatereſt from you 1 -- Woodly may claim 

ome little Pity..——He's a ſuffering Tool, 
Who F 5 to feed your Riots. But for you, 
No Plea bears Influence. What a maſs of Wealth 
Loaded your Youth 1 The Toil of careful Anceſtors j 
And, how it is conſum'd, let Thouſands tell, - 
Whoſe lifted Eyes and Hands proclaim their wonder. 
I dare not ac wp it. -- Mea wou'd think me Mad: 
And laugh to hear, that the once liberal Bellmour 
Is grown a Niggard, now ; and like a Miſer, 
whines for a Day of Grace. And i wears 'twillruia him 
To pay his Creditors.--Namie it: no more. 4-- 
Should it get wind, twou d lower your tow'ring 
(Top-Sails, 
And loſe you many a Cip, and Country Shout, 
As you ride thro* the Villages. | 
Bell. Inſulting wretch 3. 
It grates my inmoſt Soul, to {offer this, 
But my Friend's Fate depends on't. --You * 4 F 
(ſpeak, 
As if you pityd Noodh. -- Give him Liberty: 2 
And let me fill the Place, to which yon ve ſent him; 
Lask no more. For my own Mileriss, 
Perhaps, they merit not. I'm ſure, they ſeorn, . 
What Pity thou can'ſt giye them. 
Bar. Oft, I remember, 
len with zeal tor holy Texts, cranſported 


A es kd 


Wou'd 


—— — — 


( 13 ) 
bud prea ach, and cite Divinity. Dull l. Dull: | 
How eon'd he miſs that Caution, which forbad him 
To be another's Surety? What comes after, 
le now, perhaps, Bus learnt.-- And will remember 
2 When, next, he talks, to edify. * | 
Bell. Na 4 - 
2 mean [ypocr rify-i Fl make thee pag me, 2 
In Words, which match thy Malice. "Think, * 
| * CTrayrorr' 
iar 1. firſt, learn'd that Guilt, with which, bur now, 
* 3 - Thy Teague reproach d me] 'W ho, but the Villain 
m1 | ( Bargrave 7 
| Bar. Ha r Villain | ſaid you? | by 
11 ' (offering to draw ) | 
Bell. Ves, the Villain in ns — 
Toueh not thy Sword. - Should ſt thou unſhieath it, here, 
Thy Guardian Devil, too weak to ſave his Miniſter, Tp 
im; Should file, in vain , begwint "| TE 1 
| Bar. I'll hear thee dae — "] 
ng | Be}/. Who, but thy ſelf, "ory all thoſe fnares.. 
Wich, flrſt, entavgling, next oerthre w my Virtue? 
Who ſtain's "the Native Whitenefs of my Soul, 
Ard ſyotted it with Follies? Think, dee this Bond, 
Was traydulently, and, by ſhameful Arts, * 


to Won from my clouded Reaſon i When the Fumes, . 
k, Ot madding wine, bad warm'd my yielding Fancy, © 
Fit for « Knave's Impreſſion 1 —Haſt thou Humanity ? 
n; And doſt not feel a Kain thou haſt caus dꝰ 

571 | * — 8 and canſt thou ſleep, unſtung, 


artings, and remorſeful Dræams? 
— Fiends, that haunt chy gloomy. Boom, 
umaniz'd thy Heart? ſear d up thy Conſcience” 
E a L al Den within thee foes AIST Ve: 
i'd Bar. Now take Breath: ies 
C And 


( wu ) 


And hear me tell the Effect ot this fine Pleading, 

T find myſelf, with all theſe black Endowments, 
Your Maſter, and your Seoutge. But that I eorn thee, 
T coutd be angry. Mark this filent witneſs : 

Look on this Bond.--And curſe the woeful Hour, 

'That gave thy Friend, and thee, tomy Diſpoſal. 

I'll leave our wites, to cad the Quarrel out, 

while I ſeek Vengeance not from words, but Action. 


(He attempts to 7 out.) © 


Bell. By Action 1 K hos ſay ? I thank thee, 
(Barg rade. 
Thou haſt inſtructed Me. -- That fatal Bond 
Shall never riſe, in Judgment, againſt Food!y. 
| ; 7 Drawing his Sword, pc putting 
himſelf. before the Door.) 
Juſt Heav'n, that hates Oppreſſion points a Way, 
To eaſe my "wretchedneſs of half its Load, 
By cutting thro that Chain, ghat binds my Friend. 
Now if thou dar ſt defend che Villainies, 
Untheath thy Sword, and to this guarded Door, 
Force thy with'd Paſſage, thro' the Breaſt of Bellmour. 
r ( (Thoy fight and Bargrave falls. 
Bar. Curſes conſume that all deſtroying Hand, 
Spite of my wiſh d Revenge, thou wilt eſcape me : 
No Heir furvives, to put the Bond in Proof. 
And Woody, and thy ſelt, are free again. (He dies.) 
K-mter Courtney, [arpriz'd: And Louifa, at anotk er 
F oor, 
Cour þ What have you done 71 card this raſh 
| ( Effect 
of Rage, but halt ſuppreſs'd. And ee near: 
But an Attempt, yon Blood-hounds made without, 
To force an Entrance, call'd me off too fatally! 
Leu. Was this, my Bellmour: Speak, was this the bony 
7 1AS BO 


Neva. 


( 15.) 


To eaſe our Wretchedneſs? Oh 1 this black Chance 
Sinks us ſtill deeper, Cuts us off from Comfort, | 
And we can never, now, be happy more! 

Bell. Courtney / twere vain to with this A& undone. 
Scarce can it claim Rep2ntance. — Secret and ſudden, 
Let me entreat thee, to convey this Parchment 1 

(T: aking the Band from Bargrave's Pocket 450 
Into my Moadſy's Hand. — Say how it happen d: | 
Tell him, whatever Fate may do with me, ' 
I'm bleſs'd, to give him Freedom. 
Ceur. Guard the Doors well. There's Danger 
(bear: 
And I'll not leave you long. | 
- Exit Courtney. 
Lon. Fly; for Heaven's ſake, begone, 
One Hour's delay prevents Eſcape for ever. 

Hell. What woud'f thou have me do? 

Lou, Let me diſguiſe thee. | Tos 
Then thro' the Grove, haſt; and, in ſome 8 
Entreat a ſhort-Concealment. - There, I'll find thee, 
And we'll conſult Relief from all our Woes. 2 

Bell. Fix'd as my Fate, I ſtand, unmov'd to 
I'll not ftir hence, by Heav'n. : * . 

Lon. Oh j do not ſwear 
Think, how my Peace of Mind, my Hope, wy Miſery, 
Depends on Thine. Thus, on my Knees, I urge it, 
Thos, being free, may ſt ſind a thouſand Ways, 

To ſuccour g; but if thou fall'ſt, a Family, 

A Loſi 4 F riendleſs Family falls with the. 

Oh 1 if I ever was beloy'd by Bellmour, 

If all my Pray'rs, my Vows, my Tears, can move him, 

Let him but grant me this. Let him but leave me, 

Rain then a World of Woes upon my Head 1 

an _ reproach, n and ali Life" 8 9 
n 
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In ceaſeleſy Bitterneſs of Soul, afliet mo, 
While than art ſafe, if I but let one 8 
One Breath of Diſcontent eſcape my Lips, 
Cyrſe me thy ſeif, and make me loſt, indeed. 

Bell. Excellent Women) ane To fee thee thus 
Is Torture beyond beating . . 

Tor, I will not leave he, ane 
Here, at thy Feet, thus humbled, as that Duſt, 
W hich I ſhall ſhortly be, when I have loſt thee, 
Here will I grow for ever, till thou _— 
This only Pray'r I make thee. —— : 

Bell. Thou bidſt me „y 
What would'f thou I ſhould fly ſrom 2 + \ 

Lon. Danger and Miſer 

Bell. With whom then nut L /eave that Miſery 2? - 
Muſt not thyſelf, and thoſe Three friendleſs Wretches, 
whoſe Being I was the Cauſe of, and who expect 
Aid and Protection from a Parent's Hand? 
while I efcape, muſt; you not all be left? 25 
Hell glows in that hot Thought! be left ex pos d 
To all the Miſeties, Which thou would ſt have me 
Fly, Iibe a Coward from, and leave for Innocents, 
who oe em to my Baſenefs noi - My —_ | 
Wretch, as I have Im not fall'n {o o, i 
„Lou. Trifing] Loſt, for ever: 1 7450 
Bell, No, there's a Judge on high, 
Who ſees, andloves thy Goodneſs. Let me entreat 

? (rhee, 
To give my Sorrows wi for «lows Moments, 5 
A Solitary Thought! 4 ark or two, * 159 $3 
ed, in the Gallery, | 11 
* * me to Kr and then ru bee 
ra. La, Bini. 
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Lot.. Angels affit and guide wy 7 Res- 


(fonings, 
And from uhis Labyrinth o :Woes,. unwind theet 
Diſmal our Proſpect i yet all way be well! 3 9&1 0 
Heav'n cannot erent a ade = in be 


And, when ve leatenpeRt affords Relief, Ha taps! 


As thro' black dome of Wied, and driving Rain, 
Short, ſtreak che harraſs d Mans 
So, thro deep Sorrows, Gleams of -Comforr riſe, 

And ſpread * Heavens baſore the Sufferers 


(Eyes. 
[har Len 
' SCENE Aue Gul, | 
Enter Bellmour, alones Penfrr. 101142: Ch ” + 


Bell, Why ſhou'd [ pauſe! Nothing can be a Sime 
w hich puts a ſtop to Evil. A — Men 
May have been poor as I, — and yet lid d 125. 4 
Miſeries, we make our ſelves, are horn with K 
But He who his Poſterity, . 

Begets a Rave, to curſe him ——BDtafule i in ine, 
He, ; Propagating Ruin, with his Name, 
Entails Deſcent of Anguiſh j Every 8 Gora, 
which wrings the Soul 2 any future Bel lmour, 
whom want ſhall pinch the Boncs of, Ages hence, 
will mark, with Shame, my unforgatten Gfave,:. 
And reach my guilty Soul, whereter it Ee. 
AI to give Mitery to thaſc, to When 

we one gave Lite, is an inhuman Crime 

"—w_ cat it be a Sin, to take Life back, 


— . - 


And 


(18) 

And put an End to Miſery > To live, 
Ie to be rack d, if Life muſt ſtill be poor 
For Poverty gives up the Wiſe _ s s Worth 
To the Conte np taſteleſs Ign 7 
Oh! . Cord I feelno Miſery,” — my own / 
How eaſy were it for this Sword, to free me, 
From all that Anguiſn, which embitters Lite“ 
But, when the Grave has given my Sorrows Reſt, 
Where ſhall my miſerable wife find Comſort + 
Unſriended, and alone, in Want's bleak Storm, 
Not all the Angelic Virtues of her Mind. 
Will thield ber from the unpiting World's Deriſion. 
Can it be kind to leave her ſo expos d, 
And, while I ſleep in Death, not dream of Her / 
Better a thouſand Times, to lead her with me, 
Thro' the dark Doubtfulueſs of deep Futarity - 
Whate' er uncertain Fate attends, hereafter, 
It can but be the worſt of what is bad, 
And that's our State, already. Ar ſhall be done! 


But how 4 That asks ſome e 15 
It ie 


Comes ſoft, and — as an Infant's Sleep, 

When Nature, unalarm'd, expects it not. 

From thoſe dear, deſtin d Breaſts, the pointed steel, 

Muſt draw no Blood, to ſtain my bluſhing Hands | 

Leſt my Soul __ and that ſeem Cruelty, 

W hieh of WIRES: tain think Pity. — Hark! The 
&1 (Time preſſes me 


(Loud Knacki 


—_ "Ny 4 


What if l uſe thi ENCES. Aid of Toi 


plague with... | 
t twill gently 
(Murder: 

Bear 


1 have at Hand that Sovereign R 
For all Diſeaſes, Want and Woe can p 
Mix'd with be ren Ow 


69 


Bear off Death's . Edge, and, in ſweet Slumber, 
Swim ſoft, and ſhadowy, o er the miſty Eye- ball. 


. Louiſa, 


Low. Will you forgive me, if Officious Lore, 5 
That anxious Pain 1 feel, il you are ſafe, 
Obtrudes my Zeal, perhaps a few ſhort Moments, 
Before you wow'd have wiſt'd to be diſturbdꝰ 
Yon Villains grow impatient for Admiſſion, 


And 1 your Servants guard the Gates againſt 


(them. 
8 tom of bold Oaths, and horrible Reproaches, * 


Mix'd with loud Thunderings, 24 the Threats of 


(Law, 
Make my Heart tremble, and have forc'd me hither, 
Forc'd me to urge you, by all Ties of Love, 
Of Intereſt, Honour, Hope, and future Happineſs, 
To fly this dangerous Roof, and fave us All. 

Bell. I thank 1 thy gentle Care—— It is reſoly'd. 

1 have bethought me of a Means, to evade 
The Malice of my Fortune —— "Twill be a — 
A little longer, than thy Love could with it; 77 5 
Vet not ſo far, but we ſhall meet again. 


Lou. Oh! be the Diſtance wide, as Pole from Pole; 


Ler me but follow 'Thee, and I am  bleſs'd. 
Bell. It hall be fo, Loniſa. 
Lou. A thouſand Angels 
Spread their Wings o'er thee, and protect thy Steps, 
Now thou art kind! But the dear /i:tle ones, 
Shall They go too ? 
1 Bell. Fo all! ſhall go! 
* Haſt then, 


Let 


( 20 , ; 


And I ſhall Tnile — 1 ah me 7 A 
They are ſo Young ſb Tender T is it poſſible, 
That they ſhould rravel with us? 

Bell. Moving innocence 1 
My ſtrong Heart bleeds withia my, at; her Accents 1 


L. 
A few hort Repowill lodge ws in a Place © bh 

o hey. 
Of Reſt and Safety — ſhall * Leiſure chere, 
To weigh our future Hopes, and ſeek fit means, 

To our wiſh d end. Courtucy will oon return; 
Suid be nat O?; „ 
Tos. He did, and we'll inform him 

Of out new Purpoſe, and begin onr Flight. 

I' make Proviſion, ſuch as beſt befits | 
Qur Haſte, and our Diſtreſſes. [She is 5going, 
> [2 Stays, howiia 

Thoſe boaſted Cordials, the French Marquis ſent me, 
Gave I to Thee, or no: 3 

Lu. You ſpoke ſuch - 

But {till forgot to give em me —— and now, 
They're not worrh Memory — —- 

Bell. Nay, now, moſt ia Ry 
Tbeir Virtue is reported — be . } 
Againſt the Body's Toil, or Mind's Diſturbance. 5 

Lon. Wou'd Courtney were come. Bt. of: 

4 Ren /evere 9. 


— "IEF, aloxe. 


Court. 8 S:range 1 that a Man mould 4 ge thay ir io 
: Oo VT 
?2.4 he 
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The pointed Sw ord, that, by a gender Hair; 
Hung cer the H ead of Damooles, as Shadow 


To Bellmour's ſolid gi was told 
He walks this way Il trace the Gallery 
(round, 
And urge him to WI — Few Minutes more 
May ſpread a Crowd of Eyes on el 2. | 
And fal prevent „ 
{ 1. K , . Ken 


55 i F 4: Re-enter Wie iy 
Bei My baleful Hand, has mix d the deadly 
To Ak it rn it! | whowe 7 


Start from thy burning Orb, thou conſcious Sun, „ 


And chill thy ſelf to Froſt at my black Pürpoſe, 
Ama engt 4 Protector? Lover? =p 

Or has this Devil, chat heaves about my Heart, 

| Transform d me to a Fiend? He has../ Kr . 
1775 in him, ſome Angel, millions of Fathoms downg 
eap him with Mountains, leaſt, , he .riſe again, 
ves in a Husband's,and a Father 8 get, 

Brew horrid. Murders | — I am my ſelf, once 


Now ler cool Reaſon 3 undiſtragted e 


Anſwer the bleeding Ip.” which dreadfu 11 
May beſt be born by Tong 


(Friends, 
To grinding . ep Lon and Scorn, 3 
With ſenſe of his not feeling any Pain, 
gave them all or, to quit Life together, 
S "ation Haw 3d bleſs, make it ſo fs Merit, , 
WS; — nh urviving I peed: . 
mad again u ber ſelf 1 me, 


And 


5 5 


( Pen | 


N | 


re 0 Tate car 


1 e 
And whiſpers, that this 74% is C- 7. 13, at "n 
And ber gros a4 Mercy! L}ALDES ur & 


Euter Tun 


Lou. Found you the Cordials?̃D | | 
Your little wanderers are ready dreſs'd 14 
To act the Pilgrim with us; perhaps "wil aid 4 
Their Fainting Spirits, yet uncried in Hardſhips. 

Bell. I cannot move —— my Feet bound down, 

Oy Nature, 


'Rebet's a Dink m my, Heart. Oh! If one Moment, 
One ſhore Thong ht longer, She Toppreſs me, thus, 
With 1 "Innocent, "Talk — + YES T thall "grow 


0 och, 
Tield her to Want, and live to be « a Beggar. | 
Loi. Still you are doubt ful afade. 
, 2 No = no — Fm fix'd - — — "_ Narure k 


"=o Le 
1 lefo iy Cloler open! — Table, g an 0 
In that Gold Cup, which was thy Razer Preſeht, 
"When thy firſt Favourite Boy's laſt Birth-Day came, 
Thou'llt find the fit teſt Cordial Itry'd 'em all, 
And. what ſeem'd popereſt, for the I and Thee, 


227 "” i 
119910 ee 
3 


- x . 7 « 3 
# 5 N 1 


A1 cs are Wn and I with him be 1 
Now for this boafted Cörafal den + / gaibnir 01 


2 Exit. 
Ball. Be fin, my He: 3 Sag Gl Fs 
mi thy big Beat!” Th hg cutHing Blood, | 
That, yhro” ily: d eee ee, 


. 
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But a few Moments, and ſhe is no more « 

Now now the unluſpecting Ianocent 

Lifts that laſt up Now, now, She caftes 4 
(Draught, 


That ſnatches her, for ever, from my Sight, 
And robs me ot her Comfort! Never more, 
Shall her ſweet Voice enchaxt me Never more, 
Shall her ſolt Eyes look fondly into mine, 
And Joine with ſwimming Languor —— Never, 
never, 
Will her unwearied wit beguile my Cares, 
Or huſh me wore to Peace, * hen Paſſion ſhakes 
me : 
Open, ** * conceal my "TRE 
Betriending Earth 1 Or, from thy yawning” 
 (Deptn 
Stream up a Night of Gloom, to blot out Memory, | 
And darken o'er Reflection I feel my Blood 
Cool, and grow thick, as melted Lead flows heavy, 
And hardens, Jn it's motion A little longer, 
And I, who have a Heart, already Marble, 
Shall petrifie throughout, and be a Harne. £ 
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Lon. My Lite ! my Bcllmour 4 © [ withis 

Bell. Har *tis her Voice that calls me — N | 
It ſounded not 01 pay; * rs et | 

Lou. Look, look my Bellmour 1 | ff gt | 


Theſe little Strugglers will not quit the Cordial, 
But Sip it to the Botrom —— 7: 1 
Bell. Torturing Horror —— 5 [fide | 
Enter Louiſa, with an empty Cup. | 
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Lou, How cou d you be ſq rigid, not to comꝰ, 
When I twice ald pay cn A. been a 

39%" I 4 | | f (Scene. 
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Of Pleaſure, to obſerre with how much Eagerneſs, 
The little Wranglers quatrell'd for the Cup, 


10 Which, having drank, my ſelf, I brought to Them. 


IL did 'em 72e it only — and told the Pratlers, 

It was their Father's Preſent : But thit word 

Tranſported them, to lift their pretty Hands, 

And brought a War about r e how 

: * Furies tear me 
Een. Did you not give Fermiſſton they deb 

F e | "raſte it: 4 
re the an tho Journe 
Bell Ai ber? nA 

A Long, long Journey is, indeed 1 begun, 

But endleſs; as Eternity hy ſelf, , | 

Au theſe dear” Infants, are pIy On 4 by that 

(Cordial. 

Low. Poiſon” F by Thee” Thou ſayſt it but to try 


(me: 


If *twere thy \W ;th that I ſhould die, thy Love, 


At leiſt,' thy Pity, wou'd have given ſome Harning. 


Death is a dreadful Journey, and requires 
Much length of ae, — 

Bell. By thoſe Charms, 
Which I no more muſt gaze on, and be bleſs'd, 


"Thou can'ſt not live an Hour-— A laſt, long Sleep 


Will ſteal, in cold Advances, o'er th Beauties, 
And thoſe two beam Suns, Which ſparkle on me, 
Anon, ſhall ſer in Death 
The eternal Shade will riſe, at once, between us, 
And ſever us for ever. ö 

Lou. Dreadful Contra&ion 1 
Of that ſhort Span, which at its longeſt ſtretch, 
Was much too narrow, to allow me Scope, ty 
To ſpeak, or Jook, or think, my Love, for Thee: 


VVhat 


- Even, while we talk, * 


„ 
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What Malt L fa A thouſand tender! Phbughliyil? 


Struggle, at bnce, for Vent. — I cannot F 
Peath is too haſty I have yet, und, 5 i 
Unipoke unthonght, a'thouſind\weighty” Things! 
O] Heaven 1 my Litth ones Let me eye 
Have fo ſhort a time to gaze upon them ? _. 1 
Yet ne'cr muſt . em more —— | — ved 
(Thee. 
Wat ſhall I do? 0 Dring my - Children-bither 3 
Fly with * em to my Arms: — Dear dying, Inno- 
(cents 2 
Oh 1 Bellmonr / Bellmon v * bas chis been done ? 
Bell. That we might baffle Woe, Ce 
And leave no Beggars of our Race behind us. 
See I wy Louiſa / I have a faithful Guide 
[ Drawing 4 ue 
That will not let me loſe thee ——— (Stabs bimgeff. 
Lou. Oh1 cruel Bellmour / | 
What haſt thou done Now, 1 amd Kilrd indecd : 
H elp, help, — Oh. [ Uncle. what a dreadſul 


K an 22110 (Scene 
Are you retum d to? II ane i 
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Enter Courtney ' 


Court. I hore heard it all ———U- 
hk had not that conceal'd, undreamt % Dagger, 
Prevented my near Vigilance, bad fav” 

Unhappy Bellinour. 

Bel!. Not unhappy, now —— * ) 
We flide, united, from the Woes of Life, 
And Want's too flow to reach us. 

Ccurt. Miſtaken Man! 
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howe'er,/ from mortal Eyes, 


Heaven, 


in Clouds, till points direct .at-Juſtice 1 
Not thy three Children, nor chy-guiltleſs Wife, 
But Thon, alone, art « Kallen! whole fingle Crime ag 
Tow. Alas 1 what mean you? 
Bell. Thou little know / ſt the deadly Means I Tanga! 
If chou concei v ſt me fruſtrated —— | 
art. Hear, then, with Wonder 
And, „ mark the mazy Paths of Providence. 
Seeking you on the Gallery's Garden Side, 
V in your Cloſet, ſ py d a late fill d Cup, 
With a ſmall Vial near it. To the Neck 
There hung a Label. - By the Name, inſcrib'd, 
Iſaw, with fad ſur prize, it had held Poiſon 
Concluding, ou had newly miagled it, 
Wick chat rich be it food by — gm 
(Window, 
I hou it on the Garden — refll'd the Cup, 
* its deadly mixture ——— and ſtood, — 
To: — what happen N Loniſa came, 
And ſnatch'd it thence, I follow d her, unmark'd, 
Pleas'd to have been a means, to intercept 
Hers, and her Childrens Death. —— The Reft, you 
(know 700 well. 
Bell. Angels Surround thee, with unceaſing Vigi- 


wwonall . + (lance, 


And, for this Friendſhip, ward off every evil. 
Oh! I have err'd 1 — -—- 


Lou. Oh 1 wy * pantie] Wiens 


Faint 


P 


I wk AL .D4 wad rd Bt 6. 
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Faint Sweet“ wir more chan feen, Bitter 


| 1189 Cui d 
Now Bellmonr! tell me Was it not à crime. 
To diſtruſt Heaven? Elſe mou hadſt vd and 


(then, 
We had all, perhaps, boon ple. 5 
Cour. You had, indeedd]dl 46 
By a young Kinſman, landed, from a Shij 
That left her Confort ſcarce a Day nap 
 Wacdly, has heard ſuprizing News 


ther 
Adſent, ſo many Years, and long thought Dead. x 
Returning, Rich, from the —* Eaſt, 
Dy'd but in fight'of Land, and has bequeath'd, 
His whole, heap'd, wealth, to Bellmour. 
Bell. Heaven] I adore thee I 
Would I had truſted thy Eternal Wiſdom, 
Thou beſt canſt clear thy Myſtic 1 
And make Confuſion end in beauteous Order. 
« Oh thou art Fuſt i and dreadful is thy Conduct; 
Puniſh'd, with this 1 of Juſiice, 
1 feel, and ow thy. — 
Live, and 


85 0 'to * nr (1 
Flt call her Women, to her Aid, and watch her, 
Till Time, and Thought, y flow Degrees, bring 
(Comfort. 
From 


Ruſhes too ſtron 


4 let Qbſervers k 
"IE n Tacke Woe. nog 30e T 


wa Ine, Pleaſures Jrak "IF ink 5 


ad- nerve our Judgement and pres 
Till Heaven oertakes Us, with oy: pling 


8. 5 1 e 
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